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I  exhaled  down  to  the  deepest  of  my  lungs  up  into  the  infinite  abyss  of  the silent  and  star-speckled  sky,  before  pulling  my  entwined  fingers  hard  into  the back  of  my  head  to  redirect  my  panning  gaze  slowly  downward  cinematic camera-like  past  the  fire-glinting  bows  projecting  from  the  spires  of  pines  and cedars that surrounded our privately-enclosed clearing, down to our brand-new, internally-lit  tent  in  front  of  me,  inside  which,  my  three  young  and  stridently single college roommates, Claire, Jessica, and Kiera, were getting ready for bed.

It was a big tent — the girls insisted on calling our outing “glamping” — and had  three  privately-zipped  rooms  leading  off  the  larger  main  room  that  arched high between them like a hub.

They laughed and tittered and pushed and tickled each other. Their silhouettes imprinted clearly against the wall of the tent facing me. One stretched deeply in her arching back and pulled her top up and over her head, sticking her ribs and chest  out.  Another  twisted  her  arms  up  behind  her  back  and  I  watched  the shadow-play of her bikini top’s  straps  slide  down  her  arms  and  away  from  her bare chest, side-profiled. The third body rolled onto her back on the floor like a stuck beetle and stuck her legs up and rocked her hips forward and back to peel her shorts up and off her legs, her toes pointed, her body nude already from the waist up.

They  murmured  to  each  other  and  flicked  their  hair  and  pranced  around folding  their  clothes  and  crawling  on  their  hands  and  knees  into  their  separate pods,  their  backs  arched  down,  their  asses  sticking  up,  laughing  and  telling secrets all the way.

“Hurry up and come to bed!” Kiera finally called through the tent walls to me slumped in my chair by the dying embers of our fire.

“Yeah!”  Jessica  called  out  and  she  snickered.  “Get  your  ass  in  here  and protect us!”

“You know we can’t sleep without you,” Claire said more quietly.

“It’s so true, though,” I heard Kiera’s voice say softly, almost to herself.

“Coming,” I said to the wall of the tent, and I puffed my cheeks out full.

I’d  never  seen  a  tent  with  separate  rooms  before  we  came  across  one  in  the outdoor  store.  But  that  didn’t  stop  me  from  pointing  out  sardonically  that “There’s four of us.”

“You  get  the  room  in  the  middle  —  the  biggest  room!”  Claire  said,  and  she chirped  and  chuckled  and  kissed  me  on  the  cheek  and  reached  behind  me  to squeeze my butt.

A  big,  broad,  and  bearded  man  browsing  the  speciality  store  frowned  at  me from down the aisle. He had earlier glimpsed out the corners of his eyes Kiera in the  sleeping  bag  aisle  clutch  her  hand  into  my  groin  and  whisper  something lascivious  into  my  ear  with  her  distinctive  light  titter.  He  also  saw  Jessica holding  my  hand  with  fingers  entwined  in  the  manner  of  a  girlfriend  in  both instances.

He looked like a man who thought of himself as one of those who “knew how to  handle  the  ladies,”  as  they  like  to  say.  He  was  confused  by  what  he  saw, though, I could tell, and he looked also like the type who got angry when he got confused.

I  felt  sheepish.  I  wanted  to  apologize  to  him.  I  wanted  to  assure  him  that  he was right, it shouldn’t  be  like  that  —  a  meek  and  mild  and,  frankly,  weak  guy like  me  getting  that  kind  of  attention  from  three  girls  like  those  three.  They embarrassed  me  the  way  they  carried  on  with  me  in  public.  Guys  of  any  kind aren’t supposed to have three girlfriends, and especially not three from the very top of the charts.

Jessica noticed him too, and she slipped out of my grasp, chuckled privately just loud enough for me to hear, and ambled up the aisle toward him. She waved her hand at me behind her back, shooing me away, telling me not to stare. She wanted to have some fun.

“Do you know if this brand is good?” she said to the big, hard man. He was buff and ripped and built and rippling, and every other adjective there is for the alpha. A girl like Jessica approaching him in a store is exactly what he imagined happening with each curl of the dumbbell in the gym.

She had dressed in her “outdoor  chic”  outfit:  sturdy  hiking  boots,  thick  grey socks with red stripes half way up her calves, torn and frayed and faded bluejean cutoffs, a light cotton tank top that hung in stretched waves from the peaks of her “perky breasts,” as she liked to call them in front of me, the bottom rising up in front of her as though ill-fitting and showing her flat, toned stomach. She looked striking.  She  looked  arresting.  Her  straight,  black  bob-cut  hair  hung  across  the tops of her dark eyes like an enticing curtain.

“Tents,  yeah,”  the  man  said,  clearing  his  throat.  “But  that  one’s  fairly complicated  to  put  up,  I  would  say,  and  pretty  heavy  too,”  he  added,  nodding. He glanced at the front of her clingy top every chance she gave him, like when she studied the back of the tag, looked up at the shelf for other offers, or looked over her shoulder and away from him, back down the aisle. She was teasing him. She  was  taunting  him.  I  knew,  because  she  made  crazy  eyes  and  rolled  her tongue in the corner of her mouth at me behind her back where I was trying to appear equally distracted by tags.

“I can see a girl like you managing with a tent like this,” he said, forcing his voice  lower  and  projecting  it  louder,  fuller,  more  manly-like.  He  oriented  her toward a less expensive shelf with his legs spread wide, his feet pointing off at ten and two, his chest filled up and his shoulders pressed back. He was posing. He was preening. Inside, he was grinning two times around his face, though on the outside, he was as stoic as a Spartan, which he no doubt identified as.

I should know. My previous roommate was him, exactly, ten years ago.

Jessica made things worse, though, as she loved to do. She squatted as though to examine a tent on the lower shelf and then, as though it were easier, she knelt on  the  floor,  facing  him.  She  fingered  a  tag  and  raised  her  angelic,  black-bob-framed face slowly up to his waist, pausing, and then up to his face looming high above her, and she held her mouth slightly open as innocently as a catholic girl ready for her first communion.

“Is this good?” she said to him in a soft, quiet voice from below his waist.

He  stared  down  at  her  on  her  knees  in  front  of  his  groin  before  cleaning  his throat again and jutting his chin. He swallowed so hard I could see his Adam’s apple from 30 feet away. “It’s ah . . .  yeah, it’s . . . “ he stammered. It was cruel. It was mean. She was feeding every single one of his Pornhub step-this or step-that fantasies.

She blinked like a doe. “Could a girl like me set it up — maybe with a man helping me?” she grinned up at him sideways.

“If  that  man  knew  what  he  was  doing,”  the  guy  said,  squinting  one  eye  and dropping his chin with a single firm nod.

“K, thanks!” Jessica suddenly said cheerily, and she spun around, she hopped back up on her toes, and tugged her elbow behind her back with her other hand reaching around it. She actually skipped up to me, before wrapping both her bare arms  around  my  one  arm  and  tittering  into  my  ear  and  hip-checking  me  and laughing. “Big alpha males in hardware stores turn me on so much!” she groaned into my ear.

“It’s an outdoor store,” I said.

“Even more!” she groaned, and she dug her nails into the skin of my arm she hugged  hard  to  the  front  of  her  body.  We  found  Claire  at  the  end  of  the  aisle studying tiny flashlights.

“Don’t big bearded he-men turn you on in stores like this?” she said to Claire.

“Like that guy?” she grinned to Jessica.

“Callum doesn’t get it,” she said.

Claire took my other arm in both her hands and hugged it to the front of her body just like Jessica did with my first arm, and they both pushed me down the aisle  looking  for  Kiera.  “Girls  like  to  fantasize  about  alpha  men  fantasizing about them,” she said through the corner of her mouth, and she licked and kissed my neck.

Jessica pushed her face into my neck from the other side and bit my ear hard enough to make me flinch. “But they like to fuck boys like you,” she whispered, before  she  squealed,  dropped  my  arm,  and  ran  high  on  her  big  boot’s  toes  to Kiera she found coming out of an aisle in front of us carrying food packets.

I glanced over my shoulder as I took them from Kiera and put them back on the shelf. The bearded guy was tall enough to see over the tops of the aisles. He was  confused  again.  He  was  angry.  I  shrugged  my  shoulders  and  twisted  my mouth  crookedly  at  him.  I  didn’t  get  it  either,  I  wanted  to  tell  him.  I  couldn’t have made this happen if I tried, if I could even have conceived of it.

We threw everything in the back of the truck and piled into the cab. Kiera fit, barely,  in  the  narrow  back  seat  if  she  sat  sideways  with  her  legs  stretched  out. Jessica sat in the middle beside me and Claire got the passenger seat.

We  were  lucky  to  book  a  site.  It  was  completely  enshrouded  from  the campsite  road  and  a  thick  forest  separated  us  from  neighbouring  sites.  It  was peaceful, quiet, and perfect. We set up the enormous tent and decided to dip in the lake first before running back into town to get food supplies to cook.

I changed behind the truck and pulled my shorts and t-shirt back on over my bathing  suit.  Claire,  Jessica  and  Kiera  laughed  and  squealed  and  played  inside the tent and took forever changing. They stepped out, finally, each in shorts, tank tops, and flip flops. We carried our towels down the dirt road to the lake beach at the end.

I  whipped  off  my  t-shirt  and  shorts  and  quickly  got  into  the  water  up  to  my neck. Behind me taking their time were the three girls, laughing and snickering as they stretched and twisted taking their tops and shorts off.

Kiera was wearing a high-hip blue one-piece that had a choker-style neck and showed too much side-boob. Jessica was in a gleaming white bikini, low hipster style  on  the  bottom  with  a  big  metal  hoop  up  top  barely  holding  the  two  cups together. Claire was in a blue and white-striped bikini that looked like something off a beach in Monaco.

I blinked and turned away and made a screwed-up face to the far end of the lake. Every man for a mile each way up and down the beach stared with saliva-dribbling open mouths, even those with partners. For the next 90 minutes, they went in the water, they splashed each other, they came out together and laid in the  sun,  they  rolled  over  and  back  and  over  again,  and  they  sunscreened  each other  up.  They  didn’t  go  90  seconds  in  a  row  without  buff  guys  saying something  walking  by,  ripped  guys  trying  to  sit  down  with  them,  built  guys trying to get their numbers, cut guys trying out their best pick-up lines, or steroid guys just trying to steal a closer look.

They  laughed,  they  pretended  shyness  and  bashfulness,  they  widened  their eyes, they smiled, and they combed their fingers through their hair. Kiera yelped and hid her wide, embarrassed grin in Claire’s neck. Jessica rolled her eyes and bit her lip and touched the bottom of her top lip with the firm tip of her tongue. Claire  boldly  let  her  eyes  float  down  their  bodies  and  back  up  again,  making eyes at them.

I came up out of the lake I was floating blissfully in, gestured with my chin to the shade-enshrouded campsite road, and the girls picked up their towels, shook them out, and held both my hands for balance as they stepped through the thick, sifting sand in bare feet until we got back to the grass where they slipped their flip-flops  back  on.  Kiera  entwined  her  fingers  with  mine  on  my  left  side,  and Jessica  entwined  her  fingers  with  mine  on  my  right  side.  Claire  hopped  on  my back to ride piggy-back she was so tired, and she rested her chin on my shoulder and said rude things in my ear and tittered. We all carried our clothes and walked back in our bathing suits.

We made a shopping list and piled together back into the truck to get what we needed to eat the rest of the time there. With our food in the iced coolers in the back of the truck, we headed back into the forest and up the road that began to wind  through  the  forest  up  to  the  lake  on  top.  That’s  when  we  passed  an  old-world  log-cabin  style  bar  hidden  behind  huge  pine  trunks  and  encircled  with pick-up trucks much bigger and wider than mine.

“Let’s go in!” Kiera said.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“It’ll  be  fun!”  Jessica  said,  clapping  her  hands  and  spinning  around  to  catch sight of the place out our back window. “Come on!”

“Claire?” I said.

She pushed herself up against me and licked my face before sucking my ear in her mouth. “Come in after us and don’t sit with us,” she said. “You can watch us that way,” she said, and she squealed and pushed the hard tip of her tongue into my ear. “Perv,” she groaned.

I  turned  around  and  rolled  back  into  the  gravel  parking  lot  and  nestled  my small  and  meek  old  truck  in  between  the  broad,  high  and  angular  shoulders  of the big men’s trucks.

Jessica flashed me the entire front of her body just before they went in through the saloon-painted doors, and Kiera and Claire shrieked and laughed. Jessica was wearing  her  hiking  boots  with  her  denim  shorts  and  white  tank-top,  Kiera  had put  on  ass-kicking  cowboy  boots  she  brought  up  for  no  good  reason,  with  her white  shorts  and  blue  halter  top,  and  Claire  was  in  her  gleaming  white  runners and tight black biker shorts and cold-shoulder, thumbhole top. They looked like every  beer  commercial  ever  made,  only  better.  I  pressed  my  forehead  into  the top  of  the  steering  wheel,  rocked  it  side  to  side,  shut  my  eyes,  and  counted  to 100.

I came into the bar in my mind like Clint Eastwood tossing my wool poncho over  one  shoulder  and  spitting  out  the  side  of  my  mouth.  In  reality,  I  probably looked like a lab mouse dropped into the middle of a fluorescent-lit maze with ten cameras aimed at me. I pushed my shoulders up to my ears and dropped my chin down to my chest and shuffled into the corner where the long bar ended at the wall.

There  was  a  country  band  playing  behind  a  mesh  curtain.  Men  in  big  boots and  hats  and  tight  t-shirts  and  jeans,  with  big  beards  and  brush  cuts  stood  in roughly a circle around the small dance floor with their arms crossed over their chests, their fists bulging their biceps up even bigger than they already were. To be  honest,  I  couldn’t  tell  if  it  was  a  gay  bar  from  downtown  Portland  we wandered into or a prison exercise yard at San Quentin.

The  men  grunted  and  hee-hawed  and  growled  and  roared.  They  brushed  up against  each  other  and  said  things  in  each  other’s  ears  low  and  secret.  Bulging shoulders  tight  with  thin  t-shirts  and  narrow  denim  hips  jostled  against  each other, twisting and bumping. Men were clutching at their groins and jutting their jaws  crookedly  with  tight,  grimaced  grins  pulling  across  their  faces.  Pain  and pleasure  appeared  intensified.  They  might  have  been  all  standing  and  they certainly all had clothes on. But otherwise, it was a mass male homoerotic orgy. It was an alpha-fest.

When the song ended and the circle jerk of muscle-strapped men parted, who should appear streaming through the double phalanx of upright testosterone but Jessica,  Claire,  and  Kiera,  hand-in-hand  in  single  file,  tittering,  throwing  their hair back, and flashing their bright eyes and smiling their white teeth all around them.

Jessica  tugged  my  arm.  Claire  laughed  with  her  head  thrown  back  and  cried out, “Start the car, start the car!” Kiera grabbed me by the wrist and dragged me out  behind  them.  They  ran  squealing  to  the  truck,  laughing  and  shrieking.  I walked — until I glanced over my shoulder and saw four, then five, then six of the men step outside the doors frowning with confusion — angry with it, in fact.

I hustled quicker to the truck and we took off down the road and up into the dark hills back to our campsite. We sat in our camping chairs around the fire the girls made and we had beers and laughed and talked.

“If it was just us, it would be different,” Jessica said.

“Yeah. Why is that?” Claire said and she poured her beer back.

“It’s  chemistry,”  Kiera  said  in  a  droning  voice  thoughtfully  looking  up  into the sky.

“Here she goes again,” Jessica groaned and she chuckled.

“No,  really,  think  about  it,”  Kiera  said  and  she  lowered  her  face  to  us. “Nitrogen, for example,” she said. “Completely essential to all life, right? But on its own, it’s highly unstable. It almost always pairs up with another nitrogen to become  stable.  But!”  she  said,  and  she  held  her  finger  up  and  chuckled  and paused to drink her beer.

“Two nitrogen together is far too stable to be useful for life. But one nitrogen with three oxygen,” she said, “is perfect for life and is the reason we can all be here today.” She nodded with firm assurance.

“Meaning?” Jessica said with a confused frown.

“One  with  three  other  kind  is  better  than  two  alike  in  a  pair!”  she  said  with emphasis,  leaning  forward,  shaking  her  hair  over  her  face.  “Stable  enough  to exist,  but  not  so  stable  it  doesn’t  fertilize  life.  Callum  is  the  one  nitrogen  and we’re  the  three  oxygen  bonded  to  him!  NO3?”  she  said,  dropping  her  mouth open and widening her eyes, looking around at each of us in turn. “Nitrate? The food of all life?”

Claire, Jessica, and I all nodded slowly like we understood and we all sipped our beers at the same time, too.

That’s  about  when  they  decided  to  call  it  a  night  and  filed  into  the  massive tent  and  put  on  the  lantern-like  light  inside,  hung  from  the  apex  of  the  hub. That’s  about  when  I  shifted  my  chair  around  to  the  other  side  of  the  fire, slumped  down  in  it,  lifted  my  face  to  the  purity  of  the  black  night  sky,  and lowered  my  gaze  movie-camera-like  down  to  the  wall  of  the  tent  and  to  the shadow  play  of  the  three  girls  inside  undressing  and  balancing  each  other  and laughing  and  murmuring  to  each  other,  their  naked  outlines,  their  hair,  their necks, their shoulders and their chests, the curve of their ribs, the slide of their stomaches and the dip of their abdomens, the rise of their hips, the taper of their thighs,  and  the  curve  of  their  heels  as  they  tip-toed  around  inside  arranging themselves and moving around and against each other, all of it perfectly focused onto the side of the tent with the light behind them.

“You still out there, Callum?” I heard Kiera’s voice, soft and wanting.

“Just putting the fire down,” I said.

“Don’t be long,” Jessica said.

I poured the remainder of my beer over the fire and it sizzled and spit angrily in  its  final  death  throes.  I  never  could  drink  much.  I  came  inside  the  tent, undressed, and put out the light. The three pods that lead off the hub all had their flaps down, but all were left unzipped. I didn’t use a sleeping bag — I preferred a loose duvet and a queen-sized air mattress. I wasn’t much of an outdoorsy kind of guy. I’d never survive in the wild.

Kiera’s head poked out from the flap over her pod. She held her finger up to her  lips  and  silently  went  “shhh!”  and  covered  her  mouth  with  her  fingers  and scrunched her eyes to keep from laughing.

I was lying on my back  staring up at the top of the tent grateful for the peace and quiet. It was so dark inside, there was barely any light at all. She moved like a  stalking  panther,  silently  and  stealthily.  She  lifted  the  side  of  my  duvet  and closed  it  back  down  over  her  back.  She  slid  her  hand  down  my  arm  from  my neck, over my shoulder, down my bicep, and around my elbow, her nails lightly scratching all the way.

She slowly, nimbly, found my middle finger in her finger and thumb, and she lifted it. She pulled it from where it clasped with the fingers of my other hand, and she edged it over my hip, over her hip snug up against mine, over the top of her smooth thigh, and between her legs. Silently, slowly, and gently, she parted her  legs  and  pulled  the  tip  of  my  middle  finger  down  through  the  lips  of  her pussy. She was soaking wet. She was burning hot. She inhaled sharply through gritted teeth at the first moment of contact.

She rolled her head slowly sideways over my pillow and pushed her mouth up to my ear. I could feel her warm breath on my neck. She emitted short, jagged, nearly silent gasps. I found her clit — it wasn’t difficult. It was pronounced and hard, unsheathed and hot.

“Fuck me?” she whispered in my ear.

I thought about it a moment. Her hips lifted off the bed and her breath caught. “No one will know,” she whispered with a voice that shook with anticipation.

I eased myself over onto my side and then I dropped my knees down between her  legs.  I  pushed  my  body  up  on  my  locked-straight  arms  and  I  sank  my  hips down against hers. Her hands trembled when she wrapped them both around my cock. She clawed at the skin with her nails. She pulled her knees up and arched deeply  in  her  back.  I  lowered  my  mouth  to  her  mouth  and  she  leapt  under  me, her body roiling and straining. She pushed her head up on her taut neck and bit my ear.

“Now!” she groaned as though in pain.

I sank my hips down and the head of my cock pushed between the wet, hot, and grasping lips of her full, ripe pussy. She was tight, but she was so lubricated, my cock stretched into her to the hilt in one long, slow and smooth thrust.

She vibrated and bit me even though I stopped moving when I got all the way inside  her.  Her  breath  stopped  and  her  head  thrusted  backward.  I  could  feel inside  her,  when  her  pussy  walls  contracted  around  my  cock,  grabbing  and stroking  me  so  much  like  a  wet  warm  hand  I  had  to  look  down  between  our bodies to check.

She  arched  impossibly  deeply  in  her  back  and  I  felt  the  gush  of  her  so  hot  I thought  I  might  burn,  and  her  pussy  convulsed  and  undulated.  She  rose  up against me as though levitating under me and she grimaced deeply into my neck and grunted against my ear, muffling her sounds.

When  her  body  deflated,  she  sank  down  from  me  and  disengaged  from  me below. She rolled onto her side and pulled her legs up to her chest. “Holy fuck,” she  groaned  barely  audibly,  and  she  hauled  herself  up  on  her  hands  and  knees, she leaned over my face, and she kissed my mouth and smiled deeply down to me. “Thank you!” she whispered, and she crawled back through her flap and into her pod.

We didn’t even fuck, not really. The whole time I was inside her, I remained perfectly still. I wondered about the female body and psychology and I stared at the black ceiling and folded my arms under my head. I hadn’t pulled the duvet up over me — I still needed to cool down.

That’s when Jessica surprised me, crawling right up to me on her hands and knees before I even knew she had come out of her pod. She hung her face over mine upside down — she’d come out of the pod that was behind my head.

She continued to crawl on her hands and knees down over my body. I didn’t move  my  arms  from  where  they  were  folded  under  my  head.  She  brought  her knees down to outside my shoulders, and her elbows down to outside my hips. I was still erect from Kiera’s actions.

Jessica spread her knees on my bed and lowered her trembling hips over my face.  Just  as  the  lips  of  her  swollen  pussy  kissed  my  mouth  shakily,  her  own mouth  went  down  over  the  head  of  my  cock.  No  hands  were  involved.  She slithered her tongue around me inside her mouth and curled her spine in and out to  drag  her  pussy  lips  up  and  back  over  my  mouth.  I  pushed  my  tongue  inside her and she shook and gasped. I suckled on her clit and she sucked harder on my cock.

I  ran  my  hands  up  and  down  her  legs,  long,  smooth,  and  toned.  Her  hips danced  and  jerked  over  my  face  and  I  squeezed  her  ass  and  slapped  her.  She moaned  with  my  cock  pumping  into  her  mouth,  whimpering  and  whining.  Her finger tightened around the base of my cock and her cheeks indented, she sucked me so hard.

She quickly spun her body around on me and dropped her head down between her shoulders so her hair fell around my face on the pillow, and she kissed me sloppily, greedily. She chased my rigid upright cock with her hips and giggled. When she caught the head of my cock in the lips of her pussy, she gasped and arched deeply enough to lift her face up to the ceiling of the tent. She stretched in her back and cupped her hands over her bare breasts and sank her pussy down the length of my cock until our hips mashed together.

I  tickled  her  stretched  stomach  with  my  fingertips  and  pinched  and  twisted and pulled on her nipples. She swayed on me and twerked her hips and engulfed my slick, gleaming cock with her full and soaking pussy lips. She was so wet we both foamed from her leakage.

Like Kiera before her, she lasted as long as a boy on a first time. On only the fourth  or  fifth  thrust,  her  stomach  clenched  and  her  chin  dropped  down.  She covered  her  mouth  to  muffle  her  grunts  but  landed  her  hands  on  my  shoulders hard and clenched her eyes tightly shut. Her hair whipped over my face. Her hips pounded into my hips as rapidly as a machine. The sloshing sucking sounds we made were surely too loud for the close, personal confines of the tent, no matter how big it was.

I could feel her explode on me. Her pussy contracted and her hips clenched. It felt  like  a  thousand  fingers  milking  me  inside  her  pussy.  “Fuck  Callum!”  she cried against my ear and I felt her body spike with a series of intensive spasms rippling  through  her.  She  flung  herself  off  me  and  lay  on  my  bed  panting  and checking  her  heart  rate.  She  seized  my  finger  —  the  same  finger  Kiera  had earlier made me touch her with — and she gasped in joyful awe at me, showing me under her jaw how rapid and hard her heart rate was.

“Thank  you  boyfriend!”  she  whispered  against  my  ear  and  she  tittered  and crawled on her hands and knees back through her flap into her pod.

I laid back huffing and puffing with my eyes searching the blackness around me wondering if this had happened to any other man and what the proper way to respond  was.  Was  it  appropriate  to  lay  there  receptively?  They  were  so aggressive and assertive. They were demanding and bold. They did not have any issues  expressing  their  desires.  I  wondered  about  that.  Just  then,  I  felt  a  warm, wet mouth close silently, slowly, and snake-like, down the length of my shaft.

Claire.  I  looked  down  my  body  to  see  her  come  off  me,  turn  around,  drop herself down on her elbows and knees, and stick her ass up at me, wiggling it, waving it, rotating it at me.

She laid her face on its side on her forearm at the base of my bed and twisted to find me behind her. “My turn,” she said in a light, soft whisper.

I held her swaying hips in front of me where I knelt up behind her. She began to moan before I even touched her. She bit her arm to quiet herself and pushed her  back  down  further,  and  her  ass  up  harder.  I  wrapped  my  hands  around  the sides of her hips and she whimpered. I pulled on her and she whined. I took my cock  in  my  hand  and  drew  the  tip  of  the  head  up  and  down  through  the  moist channel of her pussy, and she strained in he neck and cried.

What  was  with  these  girls  tonight,  I  thought.  All  three  of  them  came  to  me already on the precipice, already peaking, already shaking and writhing.

I put my hand flat down into the small of her back to hold her more still, and I thrusted  forward  with  my  hips  and  entered  her,  fully,  deeply,  and  slowly.  She was extraordinarily tight and smooth and wet. Unlike her two roomies, though, I didn’t even fill her completely, not even with one thrust, before she creamed and shook  and  bit  my  sheets  and  cried  out  loud.  She  came  harder,  too.  She  could barely  crawl  when  she  came  off  me.  She  was  only  able  to  mouth  the  words silently over her shoulder to me, her hair over her face, her mouth hanging open. “Thank you,” she said without breath at all.

When I woke up, I peeked into Claire’s pod. She wasn’t there. I heard nothing outside, and looked into Jessica’s pod. She was up and out, too. So was Kiera. I stuck my head out the main entrance. They weren’t out there, either. I got up and started coffee and counted eggs and found the frying pan.

I could hear them all tittering and squealing from the road they came back on. They came into our secluded site all dressed in their shorts and halters and flip flops carrying their toiletry bags back from the washrooms.

“Oh  my  god!  Callum!”  Claire  shrieked  when  they  all  noticed  I  was  up. “Baby!” she said, when she came up against me, and she tugged my hand down to  her  groin  with  both  her  hands  around  my  wrist.  “Why  didn’t  you  say something?”

Jessica  pushed  herself  into  my  side  and  cupped  her  hand  over  my  groin. “Because he’s such a man for the ladies, that’s why, isn’t it,” she said, and she raised herself on her toes and drove the hard tip of her tongue into my ear.

Kiera hung from my shoulders behind me and rested her face against my neck. She kissed me under my ear. “You made sure we were all looked after, but you never got to cum, did you?”

“Poor thing,” Claire said. “We’re all guilty of being greedy!” she said with a firm nod.

“Kiera most of all,” Jessica said.

Kiera  gasped  and  slightly  slapped  her  face.  “You’re  worse!”  Kiera  said. “Trying to smother the poor guy like that!” she said. “Was it scary, baby?” she said to me in a tiny voice and she kissed my neck. “When Jess sat on your face like that?” She grinned, trying to keep from laughing.

I snorted and rolled my eyes.

“You should have shot all over my back,” Claire said, stepping around me and checking on the boiling coffee. “I wouldn’t have minded.”

“Such a slut!” Jessica said, and she shook her head at Claire and slipped her hand around her waist and pulled her against her hip. She looked up at me and folded a piece of freshly fried bacon into her mouth. “Today is all about you, this time, Mr. Callum,” she said. “The girls have decided it.”

Kiera  laughed  and  stepped  out  from  behind  me  and  joined  the  other  two,  all three with their arms around each other’s back, their hands gripping each other’s waists,  their  hips  all  pressed  together.  “We  talked  about  it  and  decided  that  for the whole day, you get to pick who to fuck, where to fuck them . . . “

“  .  .  .  not  in  my  butt!”  Claire  shrieked,  and  she  covered  her  mouth  with  her hands with embarrassment.

“ . . . I meant location, you dirty-minded slut,” Kiera said to Claire. “Where to fuck them, and also today, you get to cum inside us if you want!”

“But . . . “ I started.

“We  have  protection,  silly,”  Jessica  said,  and  she  reached  up  to  tickle  the underside of my chin and she tittered.

We  had  already  planned  a  hike  along  the  river  that  day.  We  packed sandwiches  and  watermelon  and  wine  and  water  and  a  blanket.  True  to  their word, all three fawned over me and talked in lilting voices and titters and they frolicked  and  scampered  around  me  the  whole  way  up.  One  by  one,  they removed  a  top,  or  their  shorts,  and  then  even  their  bras.  There  weren’t  many people in the campsite, and there was absolutely no one out on the hiking trails. It seemed risky, but the further upstream we went, the less it seemed to matter. Eventually I was stripped down as much as the girls were, which is to nothing at all, except for our sneakers. It felt strange and good to be buck naked outside in nature  like  that.  To  watch  the  three  nubile  young  bodies,  ripe  and  toned,  like that, in the air and sunshine, playing and skipping.

The  forest  cleared  a  bit  and  we  walked  through  a  shimmering,  verdant meadow  filled  with  all  colours  of  wildflowers,  and  lime-green  tall  grasses  that edged  down  to  the  still  water  of  a  wide  shallow  turn  of  the  river  dappling  and glinting with the shafts of sunlight streaming down into it. They were like three playful nymphs, the way they tittered and tickled and hung on me and kissed me and  fondled  me,  laughing  and  sticking  their  tongues  out  and  pretending  to  try getting away from my grasping hands.

The  smooth,  broadly  arching  wide  branch  of  a  sycamore  swept  out  over  the river  and  Kiera  laid  her  back  down  on  it,  pulling  her  knees  up  and  resting  her heels on the nearly horizontal bough. I stepped into the cooling river water up to my  knees,  walking  over  the  branch,  straddling  it.  She  grasped  at  my  cock  and guided  me  into  her,  and  then  she  reached  over  her  head  and  held  the  bough  of the tree for balance and arched deeply in her back the way only she does.

I  held  her  by  the  tops  of  her  thighs  and  fucked  her  smoothly  and  deeply. Jessica pressed her nude body against my back and whispered dirty things in my ears and reached around my hips with her hands and played with my balls as I gently, rhythmically, fucked Kiera on the smooth bough. Claire hung on my side and kissed me all over my face and neck and chest. She bit my ear and moaned deeply and long, “cum inside her.”

Jessica tittered and nibbled on my other ear. “Cum in her pussy!” she said and she grunted and moaned and smiled and panted.

I looked down at Kiera dappled in streams of sunshine, her body writhing all over  the  smooth  bark  of  the  sycamore  bough,  her  hips  rotating  and  lifting  and curling  down  and  thrusting  up.  Jessica  choked  the  base  of  my  cock  with  her finger and thumb and she squealed and moaned into my ear. “Cum, baby!” she groaned.

“Cum in her!” Claire groaned in my other ear.

Kiera cried out loud and arched further in her back, impaling herself deeper on my cock. She rubbed her body in front of me and squeezed her breasts. They all squeezed and massaged their breasts. A delirium came over me and I lifted my face  to  the  green-shimmering  shafts  of  sunlight  and  felt  the  inside  arch  of  my feet quiver. I curled my toes and dropped my head back and grimaced at the blue sky with my eyes clenched tightly closed.

“Yes!” Jessica groaned in one ear.

“Now baby!” Claire groaned in my other ear.

Kiera  whimpered  below  me,  her  body  palpitating,  her  breath  stopping.  I looked down and saw her entire groin glistening with her wetness, it poured so freely out of her. My cock came up and plunged back down into her, foam from both of us squishing out the sides of her pussy.

Jessica  pushed  my  back  to  make  me  fuck  Kiera  deeper.  Claire  squeezed  and scratched my balls. Kiera reached with her straining fingers to dig her nails into the flesh of my hips. She cried out loud and sucked short, sharp inhalations back in, making gasps, moaning, whimpering.

Jessica  moaned  too,  even  louder.  Her  body  trembled  against  my  side.  She whined against my neck. She sounded like she could hardly breathe. She rubbed her clit frantically and shoved her groin against my hip, grinding me hard.

Claire  moaned  and  cried  and  sobbed.  She  was  rubbing  her  clit  even  more ferociously than Jessica, and she rubbed her entire pelvis all over my hip and leg.

The  three  of  them  made  a  harmony  of  feminine  cries  and  moans  and whimpers that rose up to the low hanging branches and spread out over the slow, lazy river. I shuddered and my thighs clenched hard. I rammed Kiera’s body and jolted her on the branch. Jessica shivered and her knees buckled. Claire gasped and  lost  her  breath  and  draped  her  head  back.  Kiera  screamed  and  pushed  her hips up off the tree and ground herself up against my hips.

I grunted and erupted inside her. My cum gushed from the sides of her pussy and flowed down over her inner thighs and over the branch of the tree. I pumped myself into her over and over, pounding my hips against her hips, driving myself harder into her, and losing my mind. All three girls cried out loud in unison as though all were stabbed, all were pushed over the cliff, and all were free-floating through the sky.

But  Kiera  most  of  all.  I  drained  myself  into  her  completely  and  I  staggered backward, falling past Jessica and Claire who tried but could not hold me up. I splashed into the river on my back and Claire laughed and Jessica cooed. Kiera rolled  off  the  branch  and  splashed  into  the  water  with  us,  and  we  all  floated together out from under the branches and into the river under the sun.

The river washed a barely submerged beach of pure white sand and we laid in it  where  it  washed  over  our  bodies  and  left  our  faces  just  out  of  the  surface  to breathe. Jessica took my hand and lead me out into the deeper water while Kiera and Claire finally crawled out and spread the blanket on the grass and set out our food.

She kissed me and laughed and lifted her weightless body up to close her legs around my waist. I wasn’t completely hard again yet, but she pushed her pussy down over my cock and made me hard again with her kissing and grinding and purring and cooing.

With  Claire  and  Kiera  dressed  again  and  sitting  on  the  blanket  sipping  wine and relaxing with hats on watching, Jessica rode me in the water that came up to our  hips,  until  she  made  me  cum  inside  her  a  second,  more  gentle,  and  longer, more deeper time.

She laughed and licked my face and lead me out of the water and up the small bank.  I  sat  with  them  on  the  blanket  and  they  fed  me  bites  of  watermelon  and cheese and sausages and torn pieces of baguette and we talked about school and careers and things to do to make our shared house nicer.

After we napped, Claire pulled me up, yanking on my wrist. “You guys stay here,”  she  said  to  Kiera  and  Jessica,  and  she  entwined  her  fingers  in  mine  and smiled and lead me into the cooler grass that grew shorter under the wide circle of  the  curtain-like  branches  of  a  huge  willow.  “I  don’t  like  to  be  watched  so much, not like those two,” she said. “Especially Jessica!”

She  pulled  my  shorts  down  and  sucked  on  my  cock  loosely  with  moans  and groans.  She  climbed  up  on  me  after  pulling  her  shorts  and  panties  off,  and  she rested her hands into my chest and guided my hard-again cock into her. It was a slow and lazy fucking. She rocked on me like waves of a lake lapping a shore.

“Is this good?” she groaned. “Do you like it like this?” she said. “Or  do  you want  to  fuck  me  like  you  did  last  night?”  she  said.  Her  eyes  were  closed  the whole time. Her body moved on me rhythmically as a slow song.

“I don’t  think  I  have  the  energy  left  in  me  to  do  anything  more  than  this,”  I said,  lying  flat  on  my  back  with  my  arms  and  legs  spread  out  in  star-like formation.

“Cum inside me too?” she whispered in my ear when she crouched down low over my body.

I wrapped my hands around her butt and she squealed with delight. I bounced her body on my hips, driving up into her, and she cried with surprise and shock. When I erupted up into her, she shot her head back and dropped her chin down like it was her that was doing the ejaculating.

We came back to the other two dressed and hand in hand, the same way we left  them.  We  slept  that  night  all  of  us  in  the  main  room  of  the  tent,  after  we pushed all our beds together into it. We slept like a single organism of 16 limbs twisted and entangled together. It was impossible to tell what belonged to whom, even among one’s own limbs and body. It was magical.

It was when the first of the morning light glowed outside the tent that I heard the  low  rumble  of  one  of  those  big,  hard,  and  mean  trucks,  and  the  wash  of gravel it crushed under wheel, coming up our campsite entrance.

I unzipped the main door just enough to stick my head out, like a baby getting born. Three of those big, bearded, and bad-ass men from the country music bar the previous night stood like guards, their hands clasped over their fists clenched in  front  of  their  groins.  They  were  spread  across  in  front  of  the  truck  they  left idling, staring, waiting for us.

“What you got going on in there, partner?” the biggest one in the middle said. They  all  had  shades  on,  though  it  wasn’t  that  bright,  not  in  our  enshrouded space.

“Sorry?” I said.

“You’re  wouldn’t  be  one  of  them  .  .  .  ”  another  one  started,  before  pausing, and  he  rolled  his  finger  around  and  nodded  encouragingly  like  I  was  meant  to finish his sentence for him.

“Queers,  he  means,”  the  third  guy  said,  and  they  all  chuckled  deeply  and manly-like.

I pulled my head inside the tent and pulled the zipper back up. Three young girls, beautiful, naked, and sexually satisfied, sat up in a circle around my bed. I narrowed my eyes at them and tilted my head sideways. Being called “queer” in that situation was not what first came to my mind.

I pulled on some clothes and stepped out of the tent, zipping it up behind me. It was 7 in the morning. But I knew their kind. My best friend used to be one of them.

I reached into the box standing up on the picnic table, pulled out three cans of beer,  and  tossed  one  to  each  of  them,  before  I  pulled  out  one  more  for  me.  I pulled the tab back to make it give up its satisfying hiss, and then I pounded that motherfucker  back  into  my  throat  and  finished  it  in  one  go,  slamming  the  can down, gasping with a hot breath, and gripping the table to balance myself for the enormous burp that was coming up next. I laughed.

“Fishing  any  good  in  that  motherfucking  river?”  I  said,  hooking  my  thumb over  my  shoulder.  “Or  is  that  dock  down  there  just  for  pussies  and  posers?”  I said.

“Nah, there’s fish in there,” the first guy said, taking off his glasses. He had confusion on his face, but not the angry kind.

“You shittin’ me?” I said, and I walked past them still standing in a row, and I faked  a  gut  punch  to  the  nearest  guy  and  chuckled.  “Bills  and  49ers  this  year, boys!” I shouted. “Book it!”

Kiera made us buy a football back at the store in the city. I found it in the back of  the  truck  and  threw  it  in  a  perfect,  high-arcing  spiral  to  the  three  of  them. Reed had taught me how to do that. He said it would come in handy some day.

That Reed. He was right, wasn’t he . . . .

By  the  time  the  girls  crawled  out  of  the  tent,  me  and  the  three  guys  were laughing, shouting, and throwing the pigskin around the campsite like the best of old buddies. I used my eyes to tell Claire to get everything in the truck and to get the tent down, too, pronto.
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